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have little to wear. The people are poor, even though
the land is rich."
"Why is that?"
"There are a lot of reasons. You are too young .to
understand."
"But why can't Gandhi wear a suit just because other
people are poor?"
We were driving in a carriage along the waterfront
that day. It was evening. The sun was dipping into the
water in the distance.
"Look over there," my father said.
I looked and saw a dark silhouette move along the
pebbled beach. A man, I judged from his nakedness,
for his body was bare up to his girdled loins. He was
short, twisted, almost deformed. His form was bent as
if under a burden, even though he was carrying nothing
on his back.
"There are millions like that man all over India.
They are poor, very poor. Gandhi wants to be like them,
to live their lives, feel their feelings and think their
thoughts. Then the people will more readily believe in
him."
Day by day, I learned more about Gandhi. He was
the son of a dewan. His father was the chief minister of
the ruling prince of Rajkot, an Indian state.
In Rajkot, Gandhi was born. It was on the second day
of October, 1869. Gandhi's father had been married
four times. Thrice he lost his wives. His last, Putlibai,
survived him. She bore her husband a daughter and
three sons. Gandhi was their last child. The destiny of
the four hundred million people of India was to be
linked with that child, Mohandas. That was his first
name. Karamchand was the name of his fat&er. Gandhi
was their family name.